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Sea, land, and all that in them is of price,
Or in the strong wine of my piercing love
Melt the sole pearl of the earth, and drink dissolved
The cost of all the world's worth.

Bothwell                                   Yea, my queen ?

Have then no fear what man shall deem or do ;
For by this fire and light of you I swear
That is my sunlight and my fire of day
We shall not walk as they that walk by night
Toward our great goal uncertainly, nor swerve
Till we strike foot against it.    Kiss me now,
And bid me too speed on my way with them
To bring back all their hands here to the bond
Set fast as mine, or as your heart is fast
Set on his death whose life lies nigh burnt out,
Half brand half ash already in the heat
Of that bright wrath which makes as red as flame
Your fearful and sweet splendour; nay, by heaven.
It flushes all the light about your face
With seven tiroes kindled colour of pure fire,
And burns mine eyes beholding, as your lips
And quick breath burn me kissing.    My sweet fear,
Had you not been the sweetest, even to me
You must have been the fearfullest thing alive.
Queen,    For love is so, and I am very love,
And no more queen or woman; have no heart,
No head, no spirit or sense at all of life,
Save as of love that lives and that is I,
I that was woman, and bore rule alone
Upon myself; who am all diskingdomed now,